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One 


Author's Notes: 


I'm also going to bend time a little bit here. Dave is current age. David is about I8. This story may even sound 


familiar to some. 


Mustaine's Autobody. That's my garage. | managed to save up enough and secure a loan to buy it back in 1990. 
Now, almost twenty-five years later, | could hang up my monkey wrench and just be the boss. We were the 
busiest garage this side of Sunset. There was a steady stream of California bimbos with their banged up 
Beamers, Jags, and Mercedes coming in the door. Truth is, though, | like working on the cars. | like banging out 
the dents and pulling off all the broken pieces. | like fixing cars up and | especially like the paint room. Since the 


music thing didn't happen for me, | suppose the paint room is my creative outlet. | do a helluva pinstripe. 


Got two kids and a nagging wife who are all accustomed to a certain lifestyle at home. | try not to spend a lot 


of time there. So I'll sit in my office at the shop and watch TV or porn while | eat my take out dinner. Wife 


thinks l'm always working late on this car or that. Well, fuck, who am | kidding? She probably knows | just don't 
wanna come home to her no more. But she hasn't accused me of fucking around. Yet. 


After | tossed my empty Chinese container at the trash can and missed, | turned back to my Macbook and 
fired it up. Already, | was mentally running through the list of possibilities; gang bang, facial, nervous virgin 
Nervous virgin gets gang banged ending in a big facial. Bingo! | often found myself smirking at the thought of 
my wife discovering that | liked men. These days, | liked men a hell of a lot more that | liked her. Sadly, it was 
a very infrequent, anonymous encounter at a sleazy motel or it was porn. | was just settling back in my hair, 


dick in hand, when | heard: 


"Hello? Hello? Anybody here?" A man's voice, youngish-sounding and getting closer. "Hello? | saw the lights on 
and | could really use - oh." 


| had just zipped up when he appeared in the doorway but hadn't had time to click out of the porn video. A 
very manly grunt followed by, "Gimme that virgin ass!" was heard before | slammed the computer closed. 


What stood in that doorway and smirked out me was nothing less than an angel. He was slightly shorter than 
me, thing waist, long caramel colored hair and eyes that could make a dog stand up and beg stared back at me, 


an embarrassed grin on this boy's lips. 


"Uh, sorry about that. |, uh, wondered if you could have a look at my car. |, uh, got into a little fender bender 


and | really don't want to deal with my parent's' shit about it, you know what | mean?" 

"Oh, uh, sure, kid. Yeah." | coughed, clearing my throat, as | stood up. "Where'd you leave it?" 
"Its right out front. | can drive it. Its not that bad." 

| waved my hand at the door. 


We walked through the garage. It was dark, | turned off all the lights. Only the neon glow of the clock on the 
wall and the streetlight outside gave us any light. 


"Hey, kid. How did you know someone was here?" 


He turned and gave me smile. "Saw the light on upstairs and your SUV in the lot. That's a hot truck. | love the 
paint job." He stepped up to me and purred. 


Damn, he was cute. And he knew it, too. Look at that ass swinging back and forth in those tight jeans. The 
things | could do to a body like that. 


He opened the door and stepped out, holding it open for me to pass by him. As | did, he leaned into me. In a 
soft, sweet voice that made my cock twitch, he said, "I hope you can fix it” 


His car was a brand new, red Mercedes convertible. The passenger side front fender was dented, along with a 
crushed bumper and a smashed headlight. | took a walk around the rest of the machine. It was pristine from 


what | could by the streetlight. 
"What did you hit?" 


"Uh," He rubbed the back of his head and bit his bottom lip. "Someone hit me. In the parking lot. Hit and run. 
Those bastards!" 


Did this kid think | was born yesterday? "Not interested. Take it somewhere else." | turned back toward the 


door. 


"Wait!" He rushed toward me. "Okay, look, | had a couple drinks. | was leaving my friend's party and ran into a 


telephone pole” 
"Tonight?" 

"Yeah" 

| leaned into him and sniffed. "Bourbon" 
"Only the best!" He announced with a grin 


l'm going to regret this. "Get inside." | sighed. | walked him back inside and then hit the button to open one of 
the garage bay doors. "Give me the key and stay here." 


The adorable little shit grinned and flipped me his keychain. | slid into the butter soft leather seat and had to 
move it back a little to adjust to my height. Slowly, | pulled the car inside. 


"ll get my guys started on it tomorrow.’ 

"But | need it back! How am | going to explain where it is?" 

"Aint my problem, kid" 

His lips twitched as he took a step toward me. "How am | going to get home tonight?" 
"You look like a smart kid. You'll figure it out" 


"Can you drive me?" He grew bold and placed his hands on my shoulders and leaned against my chest. "Please?" 


His head was tilted back to look up at me and his nose was nearly pressed against my chin. 


Fuck me, he was hot. When his big, deep eyes and his pink lips and his long, light brown hair that he liked to 


shake out. His flirting was cute. Really obvious but cute. | wondered what would happen if | took him up on the 
invitations he was throwing out there. Quickly, taking him by surprise, | gripped his upper arms. When he 
gasped, | gave him a smirk. 


"What's the matter, cutie? Wasn't expecting that, were you?" 


He squirmed a little and then recovered. "I wasn't but now that you have me, what are you going to do with 


me?" 


Still holding his arms, | yanked him closer, slamming his thin body against my chest. With lips parted, | bent my 
head down as if to kiss him. | watched his eyes flutter closed and his lips part in anticipation Getting close 
enough for him to feel my breath against his lips, | hissed, "What's your name, boy?" 


With his eyes still closed, he licked his lips and | just about popped a boner. "D-David. It's David" Those eyes 
flickered open. "Whats yours?" 


"Dave. l'm Dave." 
"Oh!" He giggled. "Sweet! Same name!" 


| put him in my truck and drove him home. He wasn't very far from me, actually. His parents had a big place 
in Beverly Hills. | pulled up to the gate and reached out to push the button on the intercom. 


"No!" David lunged at me. He was practically in my lap as he pulled my hand back. Staying in my lap, he gave 
me a sheepish little grin. "Let me." He leaned out of the car, sticking his little ass up in the air, practically in 
my face, and pushed the little button. "Daddy, its me! | don't have my remote. Can you let me in, please? Okay, 
thanks!" The word ‘Daddy! tumbling from this gorgeous little cocktease's lips made my heart skip a beat and a 
rush of blood went straight to my dick. 


When he didn't bother to move back into the seat, | gave a little cough. All that did was make him turn around 
and drop his ass into my lap. And, of course, he felt my hard dick, which made his eyes widen and a little "oh" 
pass his lips. The gate opened and | eased the truck forward, which was not easy with David grinding in ass 
into my dick. His hands slid around my neck, under my hair and his open mouth was pressed against my jaw. 
"Wish you didn't bring me right home." He whispered. 

"Why's that?" 

"Like to have some fun with this." And he pushed his ass down into my lap again, rolling his hips. 


"Fuck, | don't like being teased, kid." 


‘lm not teasing.” He batted his big hazel eyes at me. 


"How fucking old are you?" 

"Old enough." 

When | started to lift him off my lap and into the other seat, he clung to me. "Eighteen! I'm eighteen" 

"You better not be fucking lying to me." 

"lim not! | swear." 

| pulled out my phone and handed it to him. "Put your number in so | can call you about your car." 

As his fingers moved over the screen, he smirked. "Just about my car?" 

When | didn’t reply, he looked up, handing the phone back to me. 

"Goodnight, kid." 

| expected him to slide off of me now but he caught me by surprise by pressing his mouth against mine in a 
messy, wet kiss. Before | could grab him, though, and kiss him back, he was already climbing off of me and 
heading out the passenger door. 

"I look forward to hearing from you, Dave." 

Before | went home, | went back to the shop and | sat down in his car. With my head back against the seat and 
my eyes closed, | ran my hands over the steering wheel. Images of his big eyes and pretty hair and pert little 
ass all made me move one hand to my dick and rub it through my jeans. Another moment and my jeans were 
unzipped, my cock was in my hand. | thought about his ass grinding against me and his awkward kiss. | thought 
about putting him in the back of my truck and fucking him until he screamed. | thought about making him suck 
my cock until | came all over his pretty face. | stopped yanking my dick long enough to send David a text, 


"You're a naughty boy, aren't you?" 


What | received in return was a photo of his, or what | assumed was his, fist wrapped around his own hard 


dick and the message, "Jerking off thinking about you, Daddy." 


| blew my load all over my hand. 


| wasn't out of the house in the morning when | got a call asking me how a red Mercedes ended up in bay one. 


"Kid dropped it off last night right before | was leaving," | explained. "Little fender bender. You can get started 


on it" 

"Right-o, boss." 

"You gonna be home for dinner tonight?" Pam nagged as | was heading out the door. 
"Doubt it." 

"Dave!" 

"Gotta go. l'm already late." 

"Dave!" 


With a little grin on my face, | slammed the door behind me. | had a hot little boy to persuade to get on my 
dick. Not that | would really have to persuade him all that much. He was pretty eager. 


So eager, in fact, that by the time | finished my first cup of coffee, | got another text from him, "Wondering 


if you're at your shop right now. | can come by and check on my car." 

"Sure. I'm here all day. Guys started on your car first thing this AM" 

"Ok. Be there soon" 

| just bet you will. 

Since he was so eager, | was going to make him work for it. | remained in my office, authorizing purchase 
orders, balancing the shop's finances, and mindlessly searching the internet or good porn to watch later. Daddy 


porn was suddenly at the top of my list. 


After about fifteen minutes, there was a knock on my door frame. | pushed a lock of hair behind my ear and 


looked up to find my head mechanic, Al, standing in the door way with David standing behind him. 
"Boss, this kid says he owns the red Mercedes." 

“Thanks, Al. You can let him in" 

The kid stepped in and Al quickly turned and started down the stairs. 

"Close the door." | turned back to my computer but listened for the door clicking shut. 


| could feel David crossing the room toward me. | expected him to sit in the chair in front of my desk but he 


surprised me by pulling himself up onto the desk. He crossed one leg over his knee and leaned back, bracing 


himself with a hand on the far edge of the desk. | started at his casually bouncing, sneakered foot and slowly 
let my eyes travel up the leg, up his torso, to the coy little grin on his face. "What are you doing?" 


"I just wanted to come and see you." 
"You mean check on the car." 


"Yeah," he smiled and flicked his eyes to the ceiling. "maybe." The leg slowly moved from over his knee and he 


let his thighs fall open. 


His jeans were taut across his groin and hips and | couldn't stop myself from staring. My cock twitched in my 
jeans. | could see myself flipping him over and ripping those jeans off his ass. Instead, however, | closed my 
laptop and moved it aside. With a rough grip on his hips, | slid his little ass across my desk until he was seated 
in front of me. His hands found my head as he gasped. | lifted my face to look at his. Fuck me, he was 


gorgeous. 

"Did you like my pic | sent you last night?" He smirked. 
| might have." 

"Did it make you hard?" 

"Was already hard" 


Fingers curled into my hair as he leaned down to me. The kid's eyes fluttered closed and his lips pursed. | 
swallowed as | wound a hand into his long hair and pulled him closer, kissing those lips which tasted of 
strawberry Chapstick. After pushing my tongue against his sweet, satiny bottom lip, | sat back, pulling away 
from him. | pushed the chair back a few inches and let my legs fall open, too, staring at him with a little grin 
on my lips. In an instant, he was in my lap, arms wrapped around my neck and tongue down my throat. My 


hands found his ass as | stood and put him back on the desk His hands went right for my button and fly. 


"Hey," | backed away, taking his small hands in mine. "Take it easy, kid." Then | studied his large, dilated pupils. 


"You're hornier than a billy goat, aren't you?" 
"Fuck yeah, | am." And then he was on his knees. A second later and his mouth was on my cock. 


Damn, this little fucker was good. He knew how to suck a dick. That thing he did with the tip of his tongue 
flicking over the crease where the head of my dick started made me fucking howl. | didn't give a shit if my 
guys knew | was getting head up here. | screamed as | pumped my come down this little sluts throat. 


As he walked out of my office, he shot me a look over his shoulder, wiping his mouth with the back of his 
hand while his other hand was adjusting the erection in his pants. "Call you later." 


It was after nine at night and | was still in my office, finishing up the take out container of baked ziti | ordered. 
My phone rang. Not a text this time, he was calling me like he said 


"What do you want, slut?" 

"Your cock in my tight ass." He didn't miss a beat. 

"Yeah?" | smirked. "And how do you want me to fuck you? Bent over my desk?" 

"For starters." 

Jesus fucking Christ, this kid was gonna kill me. | sat back in my chair and took my dick out. "Go on" 

His voice dropped into barely a whisper. | could hear the pout on his lips, too. "I'd come in to your office and 
bend over your desk, asking you to please take my jeans off. Daddy, I've been bad and | need a spanking. You'd 
like to spank me, wouldn't you, Daddy?" 

"Fuck yeah, | would. You are a naughty little slut. Bend over that desk and put that ass in the air." 

"Oh, Daddy, please." He whined. 

In my mind, | had already jumped ahead and was fucking the shit out of him with my dick buried deep in his 
ass and my hand firmly wrapped up in his hair, yanking his head back. "Don't you fucking ‘please’ me. Reach 
back behind you and spread those cheeks. I'm gonna pound that ass and the entire shop is gonna hear you 
crying for mercy." 


"Yes, fuck me. Fuck me until | come all over your desk" 


"What makes you think I'm going to stop then?” My voice was low and gravelly as | stroked my dick, thinking 
about nothing but being inside his tight ass. "You a virgin?" 


"What do you think?" 

"| think you are. | think lim gonna really enjoy breaking you in" 
He didn't respond, only moaned and squealed 

"Tell me how you stroke that cock" 

"My fist is wrapped around it tightly and | just jerk it real fast" 


"Wanna come?" 


"Yeah, make me come." 
‘| want you to come in your hand and then let me hear you licking it up." 
All| could hear was his whining and groaning getting louder and louder until he grunted my name. My hand was 


working furiously to catch up with him, yanking my cock for all | was worth until | exploded, too. After a 


moment of quiet panting, | could hear more purring and the little sounds of him licking and sucking his fingers. 
"How do you taste?" 

He hummed and then said, "So fucking good. Don't you want to find out?" 

"Yeah. Yeah, | fucking do. Tomorrow afternoon, come by and I'll take you to a hotel." 

"Don't | even get dinner first?" 

"Are you going to be a good boy?" 


‘I'm always a good boy. Thanks for the phone sex. See you tomorrow, hot Daddy." 


Two 


He walked in the garage in his normal uniform of obscenely tight jeans, tiny t-shirt, and shit-eating grin. | told 
Al | was taking a long lunch. Al looked the kid up and down and mumbled, "I see why.’ 


As soon as | turned my truck onto the main street, heading out to the freeway, David tried to climb into my 
lap. | shoved him back into his seat. 


"| got a family and a business to look after. Sit down" 

"Oh, Daddy's got a family?" He curled up in the seat and gave me a little grin 
"You're a little brat, aren't you? Need a good ass slapping to keep you in order." 
I'm hungry." was his response. "You did say you were taking lunch." 


| took him through the drive through of In-N-Out and he ordered nearly the entire menu. Next, | got on the 


freeway and drove south while he sat with his feet on the dash, munching on a cheeseburger. 

"Thanks for lunch’ 

The Econo-lodge near the airport wasn't anything fancy but I've used it a few times and they knew me there. 
"Stay here and try not to get any ketchup on my seats” 

He was still eating when | returned to the truck with a room key. "Let's go." 


| pulled a small travel bag from the floor behind my seat and carried it and a bag of food into the room. David 
followed me in and | turned the deadbolt behind us, pulling the chain across, too. 


"What you got in the bag?" 

"Just a couple things we might need" | replied as | dropped the bag on the bed 

David flopped onto the bed and lay back, rubbing his stomach. “I think | ate too much" 

"You think?" | sarcastically asked. | wasnt here for small talk and to moan over eating too many greasy 
burgers. | was here for some fucking action with that fine, firm little body. Sitting down on the edge of the 


bed, | unlaced my boots and kicked them off, followed by my belt. "Take your clothes off" 


Now he rolled onto his side and curled up, giving me that coy, innocent look he thinks works on me. "I'm not 


sure about this." David quietly said. 


"Oh, really?" 

He crawled into my lap and wrapped his arms around my neck. "Daddy, | don't know. Make me feel good first" 
| wrapped an arm around his back and pulled him a little closer, against my chest. "And how should | do that?" 
Kiss me." 

"Kiss you? ls that all?" 

‘Its a good start" He batted those impossibly long eyelashes at me. 

My cock was soaring to life between his flirting and his tiny ass in my lap. | decided to take a different angle 
with him. My free hand softly stroked the smooth skin of his cheek, fingers sliding into his silky caramel 
colored hair. Slowly, | drew him closer until the tip of his nose touched mine. | gazed into those huge eyes of 


his before touching my lips to his. His arms tightened around my neck and he gave a little whine. He kissed me, 


several tiny kisses all over my mouth. He tightened his grip around me once more, a frustrated grunt coming 


from his throat. 
"Kiss me!" He demanded. 


With a little grin, | picked him up and tossed him onto the bed. | pounced on him and slid a hand around the 
back of his neck and squeezed before seizing him mouth with mine and roughly kissing him. My tongue was in 
his mouth and my lips crushed his. | drove my hard cock against his groin, our jeans trapped between us 
rubbed me in just the right way. 


Feeling good yet?" | growled. 

"Yes, fuck! Morel" 

"Take your fucking clothes off." | backed off of David, off of the bed and | stripped naked. 

| watched him watch me as | did it. He was pushed up on his elbows, legs falling open, lips parted and eyes full 
of lust. | stood before him with my hard cock in my hand, rubbing it. He slowly slid from the bed and kicked 
his sneakers off while pulling his t-shirt over his head. Damn, he was gorgeous. His chest was smooth and 
bronzed, his stomach was flat with just a faint trail of soft fuzz from his navel, disappearing into his jeans. | 
stroked a little faster as he unbuttoned them and pushed them down, off of his hips. His cock was hard and 
sprang against his stomach and | grinned. 


"Turn around. Let me see that ass." 


David slowly turned and even bent slightly at the waist. He peered over his shoulder, a Tiny little hint of a 


smile on his lips. | sat on the bed and told him to get on his knees for me. 
"Let's see how good you are at sucking dick." 


In an instant, my little cock slut was on his knees, wrapping a hot little hand around my dick. His mouth was 
warm and wet and he sucked me down to the fucking root, taking me deep into his throat. | had one hand 
wrapped up in his hair, forcing him down on me while the other was behind me, braced against the bed. | 
cursed a blue stream with my fucking eyes rolled back in my head, he was so good. Before | was ready to 


blow my load down his throat, | pushed him a way. 
"Bend over the bed with that ass high in the air." 


| dug in my bag for a bottle of lube but before | did anything with it, | got down on my knees, gripped his ass 
in both hands, pulling his cheeks apart, and licking him. 


"Oh, fuck!" He screamed, body shaking. 
"Baby, that's just my tongue." 


And when a lube covered finger was pushed into the little fucker, he howled again. Two fingers, and David was 


mewling and squirming. 
"Give it to me, Daddy! Give me your dick!" 


After | rolled a rubber onto my cock, | told him to get on his back and put those legs up in the air for me. | 
had to stand there and jerk off over him for a moment, just staring at him. He was that beautiful. Gripping 
one of his ankles, | pushed myself into him. His grew wide and he gasped as | slid my cock into his ass. Pausing 
for only a moment, | let him move around me until he was comfortable and then | started fucking the hell out 
of him. He had one hand balled into the sheets while the other was gripping his own dick. With both of his 
ankles on my shoulders, | leaned over him, testing to see how flexible my hot little slut was. | planted my hands 
on the bed and his legs slid down until his knees were hooked around my forearms. His tight ass was making 


me fucking dizzy. 


| flipped him onto his stomach and pulled his hips up, stuffing a pillow underneath them. "Rub your dick on that 
and come all over it" | spread David's legs and knelt one knee between them. | was back inside of him, plunging 


as deep as | could go, one hand in his back, pushing down. He grunted and hissed with every deep thrust. 
When | couldn't prolong it any further, | ripped the condom off and jerked off until | exploded all over his back. 
Then | made him roll over and jerk off until he came, too. Moving his hands away, | bent over and licked his 


come up, wanting to know how he tasted. 


"You taste exactly like what | imagined; sex and sugar." 


| was still licking my lips when | lay back on the bed to catch my breath. He curled up against me, sucking on 
the straw of his In-N-Out super sized soda 


"Was | good?" 

"Yeah, you were really fucking good" My fingers were dancing lightly up and down his spine. | could get used to 
this. He was sweet and gorgeous and a really good lay. "So good, | might be willing to buy you lunch tomorrow, 
too. And the next day. And the next. Maybe even the day after that, too." | told him, giving his back a little 
tickle. 


He wiggled and laughed and | curled my arm to pull his head closer to me, giving him another long, deep kiss. 
His small hand rested against my chest and his leg tangled between mine. 


"Don't get too comfortable. We have to go soon" 
"We should spend the night somewhere together. Just me and you making love all night long.” 


| raised an eyebrow. "I got a family, | told you." 


It was nearly nine o'clock and | was just turning all the lights off and locking up the shop when my phone rang. 
"We on for tomorrow?" David asked. 


"Uh," | hesitated. Now that | was back to my normal self with regular blood flow to my brain, | was 

reconsidering what | had said earlier, when | was still in an orgasmic haze. On one hand he was a really good 
fuck and yeah, he was even sweet and | liked having his attention. On the other hand, | should not be getting 
involved with a kid like this. Keep it casual, keep it meaningless, | warned myself. "Yeah. Yeah, sure, kid. Same 


time." 


Ill see you tomorrow, then, Daddy. Sweet dreams!" 


Three 


He was giving me that little grin of his while he stood in front of me with his hand out. | was holding his keys 


up. His car was finished. 

"Come on, I'm dying without my car!" 

"Like hell you are. You just got me to drive you everywhere.’ | mumbled before dropping them into his hand. 
David's grin grew wider and he stepped closer to me as he closed his fist. "Like you don't enjoy driving me." 


"Look, kid, the car's done. You can go on and get out of here." | put my hand on his shoulder and turned him 


around. 
"Maybe I'll be come back later." He whispered before getting into his freshly painted, cherry-red Mercedes. 


"You do that." | mumbled as | took a long look at the car. | did the paint job myself, matching up the reds and 
blending between the fender and the hood. Did a damn fine job, too. OF course, | couldn't leave well enough alone, 


though, and | wrote his name in gold leaf in the corner of the hood for him. Earned me a blow job, too. 


| wasn't really sure if he was serious or not so | went on with my normal evening routine. The guys left a 
little after five and | headed up to my office to check on a few insurance estimates, answer a couple emails 
where adjusters were trying to dick me around on my estimates, and order something to eat. | felt like Chinese 
so | ordered the entire middle column of the menu, or just about. | figured if the kid came back, l'm sure he'd 


be hungry. The kid seemed like he was always hungry for something. Food or my cock. 


It was dark out, a little after eight o'clock, when | finally pushed aside the leftover food and pulled my 
computer back in front of me. Typing in the address of my favorite porn search engine, | had decided the kid 
was happy to have his car back and he had forgotten about me. Part of me felt a little relieved about that. 
Not that part of me, though. That part of me liked his attention 


"Naughty schoolboy and principal," | read the title aloud as | clicked on it. That sounded about right. 

Just as the clip began, though, the desk phone rang. The only one that would call that number after hours was 
Pam. | ignored it, trying to return my attention to my porn. It started to ring again just as | had unzipped and 
then | heard footsteps on the stairs. 


"Jesus fucking Christ!" | slammed the laptop closed and zipped up. 


"You gonna get that?" David asked from the doorway. He had one shoulder against the door frame, keys jingling 
in his hand. 


"Fuck this shit! Let's get out of here." As | swept past him, | took the keys from his hand. "I'm gonna show you 


what that car of yours is made of" 


With the top down and the radio on blast, | tore out of town and got straight onto the freeway heading north. 
David was in the passenger seat with his hands in the air, howling into the wind that was whipping his hair 
back. He turned and grinned at me. | took a hand off the wheel and grabbed him by the back of the neck, 
yanking him into a deep, messy kiss. When | released him, he was breathless. And the speedometer hit IIO. | 
drove up the coast for at least thirty miles. After a bit, the kid settled back into the seat and just watched 
the night speed by. | wondered what it was making him so quiet now. When | looked over at him, he had taken 
his dick out and was playing with it. 


"What you doing over there, kid?" 
"Thinking about how you should find someplace nice and dark and put me in the back seat" 


At that, | veered the car off the IOI to Valley Vista. "Put it away for a second. | don't need us getting arrested 
down here on these surface roads where someone can see you." | made a left, a right, and another left, 


climbing into the hills beyond Encino. 

"Where are you taking me?" 

"Why? Afraid | might take you up here and leave you?" 
"Well," He grinned. 


| made a final turn onto Gable Drive and climbed to the top, pulled the car into a little pull off beside an old, 
abandoned water tank. "Get in the back" | pressed the button to put the top back up and, after | secured the 
latches, | pushed the driver's seat all the way up and joined my litte slut in the tiny back seat of his car. 


As soon as | sat down, he was in my lap, yanking his shirt over his head. | caught his hands in the shirt, 
twisting it around his wrists, leaving him tied up. Our eyes met for a moment and | knew he could get loose if 
he wanted to. Only, he didn't want to. | dragged my roughened hands down his arms to his chest and rolled his 
nipples between my thumb and forefinger. 


The kid gasped and then purred, "Daddy." 


| sure as hell never expected to be so fucking turned on by a hot kid calling me Daddy, but to be honest, it 
sent ripples of electricity straight to my dick. With a hand supporting his back, | leaned forward, making him 
bend backwards. My tongue gave a long swipe straight up his stomach. | opened his jeans up and grabbed his 
dick and pulled it out. 


"Fuck! Fuck, Daddy! Suck it!" He screamed above me. 


"Keep your fucking voice down before | give you something to scream about" Which | fully intended to do. 


The kid was braced against the back of the front seat when | took his dick in my mouth. While | gave him 
head, | pulled the back of his jeans down, just under his ass. Two of my fingers went into his mouth and he 
sucked them like he was sucking on my dick And then | shoved them into his ass, making him scream. | 
fingered him while | sucked him off. | wanted to make the little fucker come this way. | wanted to drive him 
fucking crazy and not be able to help himself. Every time he called me Daddy, | sucked harder, fingered him 
deeper, until he threw his hips forward, forcing his cock deeper down my throat. A second later, his come 
spurted into the back of my throat and | let it slide down. While he was still dazed, | threw him down face first 
on the seat and quickly took my cock out, coating it with my spit. One knee was wedged between him and the 
back of the seat and my other was pushed against the center console. Holding his tied wrists in one hand, | 
used the other to push my dick into him. God, he had an ass built for fucking. The way it gripped my dick was 


fucking heavenly. He screamed as | fucking plowed him but | knew he was loving every damn minute. 

"Daddy!" He howled 

"You fucking love it, don't you, my little slut?" 

"Harder, harder!" 

| grunted, a growl catching in my throat. "That's a good boy" Moving a hand between his shoulder blades, | 
pressed him down and fucked the living hell out of him until | felt my orgasm about to snap. Then | pulled out 


and came all over his hot little ass. 


As soon as | untied his arms and settled back on the seat, he scrambled into my lap and wrapped his arms 


around my neck, burying his face. "Daddy," He purred in my ear. 


| pushed him back to look at his face. It was red and there were tears threatening to spill over the rims of his 


eyes, already wetting his thick lashes. "You okay?" 


He started nodding really fast and a little giggle escaped as the tears spilled over. "I love youl” He shouted at 


me as his arms went back around my neck. 
At that, my heart stopped beating. "What?" 
He gave a little moan. "Daddy, | love you!" 


Shoving him from my lap, | yanked up my jeans. | did my best to ignore the surprised, disappointed look on his 
face. "Clean yourself up. We gotta get outta here." 


He was silent all the way back to the shop. | knew | should just let him be, let him go. | wouldn't have to worry 
about any of this anymore. Instead, | put my hand on his thigh. "I'm sorry." | quietly said. "Just took me by 


surprise.” 


"Its fine" He muttered 
"You know this won't ever work, right?" 

"Yeah, yeah. | know. Cause you're married” 

Yeah, | thought, let's go with that. "Right. | am and | can't leave her, kid. She won't let me" 
He finally turned to look at me, giving me a small smile. "But if you werent?" 

"If | wasn't married then yeah, that'd be a different story" 

"Okay" He leaned across the car and kissed my cheek. "See you again soon" 

"Yeah, call me" 


He lowered the top again before taking off in a cloud of dust. | stood by the door to the shop, watching, until | 


couldn't see his taillights anymore. 


Four 


As anybody could have predicted, David called the next night. | had to let it go to voice mail because | actually 
went home. There was something about the kid that made me feel uneasy. | don't know why | pretended | didn't 
know what it was. It was the L word. It was the way he was so fucking clingy. So | went home mostly to hide 


from him. 


| was sitting at the kitchen counter, doing invoices and such. Pam was cleaning up dinner. The kids were 


upstairs, ignoring me. 


David called again. | realized | had no choice but to answer or he wouldn't stop calling. Swiping up the phone, | 


took the call, "David! Hey! What are you doing calling so late?" 

"Daddy?" 

"Yeah, we close the shop at five. Im at home, man You're interrupting my family time. I'l see you tomorrow’ 
"But, Daddy, please?" 


"No, dude. Just ... just come by tomorrow, that's all” | hung up and put the phone on silence. 


"Boss, | think you're going to want to come down" Al said from the doorway. 

"Just a sec. l'm in the middle of something here." | replied without raising my head. 

"Boss" 

With a sigh, | glanced at him. He wore an expression | couldn't quite make out. Fear? "What is it?" 
"The kid." 

"Oh, for fuck's sake. Send him up." 

"Boss. Dave." At Al's use of my name, | stood up. 


Down in the shop sat the Mercedes, banged up again. David leaned against the fender with an ice pack to his 
forehead. 


| ran down the steps and grabbed him by his upper arms. "What did you do?" | growled at him. 


He lowered the ice pack to reveal a huge goose egg on his forehead and a cut under his bruised eye. Hit the 
steering wheel, I'd bet. 


"| don't know." His bottom lip quivered and tears spilled over, running down his cheeks. 

My heart was in my throat. "All right. Go upstairs and use my bathroom. I'll be up in a second" 

"Daddy." He murmured and leaned toward me, wanting me to wrap him up in a hug. 

"Go upstairs." | repeated and pushed him toward the staircase. 

Our eyes met as he slowly ascended, one foot at a time, landing heavy on each step. When | could finally tear 
my gaze away from him, | turned to the car. The grill was destroyed, one headlight lens smashed, the hood 
was rumpled and my gold leaf designed was ruined. | leaned closer, was that .. fur and blood? What the fuck did 
he hit? 

Turning to Al, | said, "Get started on this right away." 


"Boss, we gotta finish a couple others first. Deadline is the end of the week" 


"Fine. Just .." | sighed and ran my fingers through my hair. "Work fast. I'll pay overtime if you and a couple 
guys stay late." 


Now, the kid was costing me money. | took the stairs two at a time and burst through my office door, 


slamming it behind me. David was in the bathroom, examining his face in the mirror over the sink. 


"What the fuck did you hit?" | demanded, crossing my arms over my chest, my body filling the bathroom 


doorway. 


"| don't know. Just ran out in front of me." His voice was small and quiet. He turned to look at me and started 


blubbering again. 


Pointing at the toilet, | told him to sit down. Under the sink, | kept a small first aid kit. As | pulled it out, | asked 


him if he knew whether the animal was killed 
He shook his head 

"Did you call the cops?" 

He shook his head 


"Why not?" 


Now he stared at the floor. "I was scared." 
"So you thought to come right over here?" 
The kid nodded, more tears. | picked up the roll of toilet paper and pulled a handful off. With a finger under his 
chin, | titted his head back and dabbed at his watery eyes and the cut on his cheek. He stared up at me, big 
amber eyes filled with sadness and worry, cloying at my heart. 


"All right, now." | murmured. Swallowing, | did it. | fell. "Daddy's got you, baby. l'm gonna take care of you." 


David sniffled a little and then smiled, those eyes filling up with tears once more. He sat quiet and still as | 
cleaned up his face. After | put a bandage on the cut, | bent down and kissed his forehead. 


"Better?" | asked with a little grin. 

The kid nodded and murmured a tiny, "Thank you." before he yawned. 

| scooped him up from the toilet, into my arms. David gasped and wound his arms around my neck, clinging 
against me, burying his face into my hair. With an arm under his knees and one around his back, | carried him 
to the couch in my office. Sitting him down, | sat beside him and examined the knot on his forehead again. 
‘lm afraid this might be a concussion, kid. Should get an x-ray." 

‘Its not." He replied as he yawned again. 

"You're so sure, huh?" 


"Just a bump." 


Taking his head in my hands, | leaned closer to examine it. His arms snaked around me and he pulled himself 
into my lap. "Come on, kid” 


He was already nuzzling my neck, purring in my ear. 

"David" 

"Please?" 

"David, no. Not right now." | eased him back onto the couch. 

I'm hungry." He pouted as he pulled a blanket from the top of the couch and wrapped it around himself. 


"If | go get you something to eat, will you stay up here and behave?" 


With a grin, he nodded his head. 


"All right. Stay here." | had no idea what the fuck l'm doing but | picked up my wallet and phone from the desk 


and gave him one more glance before heading for the door. 

"Thank you, Daddy." 

Downstairs, | stopped and checked on the car again, frowning at rumpled head and the now-illegible name | had 
painted on it. My eyes scanned the rest of the car, which came away unharmed. Interesting. Plucking some of 
the fur from the damage, | raised it up to look at it closely. Did he hit a dog? 

There was a coffee shop a couple blocks down | picked up two large coffees, a couple bagels, and a couple 
danishes. Back in my office, | found him curled up on the couch, asleep. Even with all the noise from the garage 
downstairs, David slept for four hours. Every time he stirred, | debated waking him up to check on his head. 
But, after hour hours, he rolled over, squinting his eyes at me and then smiled. 

"Morning, sleepyheaa." 

"How long have | been out?" He asked as he sat up and cringed, a hand flying to the bump on his head. "Fuck." 
| found myself rushing over to him. "What? What is it?" 

"Just throbbing a little." 

| left a little Vicodin in the bathroom, too. | used it here and there, sometimes whether | needed to or not. | 
gave one to him with cup of water and then made him eat a bagel. | couldn't help it when my cock twitched 
inside my jeans as | watched him draw his knees up to his chest and wrap the blanket around himself. 

"I have to take you home." 

| expected him to protest but he merely nodded. 

| need you To tell me where you were when you hit the animal, too. We should make sure it's dead." 

"Kay." He rested his chin on his knee and gave me a sorrowful look. "I didn't mean to do it" 

"| know, kid. It was an accident." 


| put him in my truck and he led me out of the city, into the foothills. 


"What the hell were you doing out here?" 


"Coming home from a party." 
"Out here?" 

"Yes." He shot me a glare. 
"Okay." 


Sure enough, a couple miles up, there was a dead animal on the side of the road. Brown like the fur | found on 
his car. A little small and thing for someone's pet dog. | stood over it for a moment, determining that it was a 


coyote. 


"Can we go? I'm getting freaked out!" He called from where he was pressed against the passenger door of the 
truck. He had his arms wrapped around himself and it appeared that he was shaking. 


As | walked back, his shaking grew and he muttered, "Oh, Daddy! I'm so sorry! | didn't mean it!" 


| caught him in my arms before he fell to the ground in a heap. "It's okay. It's okay, now. Come on, let's get 


you back in the truck." 


His arms slipped around my neck and his warm lips found that spot under my ear that instantly got me hard. 
He moaned softly when | pulled his body tighter against mine. Yeah, | was already thinking about how we were 
on this quiet, deserted road and the windows on my truck were tinted dark. Into the back seat, we climbed and 
wasted no time. | yanked his pants down and flipped him onto his hands and knees, immediately pushing my 


tongue in his ass. | ate him out and jerked him off until he came on my black leather seat. 
"Lick it up." | commanded. 


While he did that, | took a bottle of lube from the bag behind the driver's seat. | sat back and coated my dick 
with the lube. 


"Come here and feed it to me." 

He straddled me and, while he kissed me, feeding me his come, he lowered himself onto my cock. | clamped my 
arms around him tightly, holding him against my shoulder, and | drilled him. His arms went around over my 
shoulders and he clutched the seat. The truck was filled with the sound of his howling and the smell of our 
sex. The windows fogged over and a sheen of sweat coated our skin. 

When | was close to coming, | growled and tried to lift him from me but he clamped down. 


"No, no, Daddy. Come in me, please! Wanna feel it.” 


"Fuck!" 


| had no choice. He tightened around me and started grinding, milking my dick. As soon as | erupted, he gasped, 
his eyes growing wide. My eyes rolled back in my head as my cock throbbed and spurted come deep inside of 
him. With a long sigh, | let my body grow limp. David covered my face with kisses, his small hands resting 
around my neck 


He purred a soft, sweet, "I love you." 


Before my brain could engage, | managed a hoarse, "Love you, too, kid" 


Five 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry for making you wait so long for this. | hope it was worth the wait. Thank you for kicking my ass into 
gear with it. 


When | arrived at the garage, Al was already there, working on the Mercedes. He shot me a wary look and | 
knew already what he was thinking. | was thinking the same thing. | had to find a way to ease this kid out of 
my life. There was something not quite right about him. Yeah, he was sweet and yeah, | loved fucking him, but 
the deeper | got, the more | realized he was going to fuck up my life if | didn't do something to stop it. 


| sat down behind my desk and looked at my phone. Six texts and four missed calls. | dialed him back and he 
immediately picked up. 


"Daddy!" 

'Listen kid, where | can pick you up at one o'clock today? Don't be home" 

"I come there. 

"Nol Don't come here. Where can | pick you up?" 

"Uh," He sounded a litle put out. “There's a Starbucks on Wilshire and South Santa Monica Do you know if?" 
"Yeah, | think so. lll meet you there at one" 


"Um, okay.” He paused and then, "Daddy?" That soft, sweet voice he used on me sometimes when straight to 


my dick. 
"What?" 
"Are we are you okay?" 


"Yeah, kid. Fine. See you later.” 


Rolling up in front of the Starbucks, | noticed the kid sitting in the window with a frozen drink in front of him. 
He looked directly into my eyes and licked some whipped cream off the straw in his hand. Goddamn him. He 
picked up the drink and walked out of the store and right up to the passenger door of my truck, opening it and 


climbing in. He leaned over and kissed my cheek. He smelled sweet like chocolate. 
"Hi, Daddy. I've missed you." 
"Yeah, missed you, too, kid" | muttered as | checked the mirror and steered the truck out into traffic. 


He sat back in the seat, watching me, sucking on his straw. His other hand, | noticed, sat in his lap. At a 
redlight, | glanced over at him. 


"God, you have no idea how much | missed you." He groaned softly as his thighs parted and his hand moved 
down between them. 


"Fuck, kid. It's been like three days." | muttered, feeling my dick start to stir. 
"Say my name." 
"Huh?" 


He sat up, snapping his legs closed and moving his hand to the arm rest between the seats. "Say my name. 
Stop calling me ‘kid’." 


"Say my name." | countered. 
He looked at me with a little grin. "Dave. | missed you, Dave. | love you, Dave." 


| could feel my heart pounding in my chest. | wasn't sure if it was because of hearing my name drip from his 
sexy lips or because he was beginning to terrify me. 


"Say it" He repeated, giving me a worried look. 
| took a deep breath and gave him a smile. "David. | love you, too, David" 


His smile was electric, eyes sparkling. He reached for my arm, pulling my hand from the steering wheel and 


nuzzling his face against my forearm. | curled my hand and stroked his hair for him. 


At the hotel, | got our usual room. As soon as the door clicked shut, David attacked me. He threw his arms 
around my neck and pulled me into a deep kiss, plunging his tongue into my mouth. He tasted like chocolate. | 
wrapped one arm around his back and, with the other, | felt around for the bed. 


Holding him against me, | climbed onto the bed on my knees, leaning over and laying him down on his back. He 
still clung to me, his greedy little tongue still lapped against mine as his legs wound around my back and 
tightened. | managed to push up and look down at him, his hair was fanned out against the ugly paisley 
bedspread, his big caramel colored eyes looked up at me with a lustful glaze to them. his lips were bright pink 


and slightly parted. God, he was fucking gorgeous. 


"Make love to me, Daddy." He purred and | felt his fingers slide into the hair at the back of my head, gently 


massaging my scalp. 


"Of course | will, my sexy little slut. Gonna give you everything you want." | told him before dipping my head to 
kiss him again. | was a weak man. | had every intention of trying to break things off with him before | got in 
over my head. But | guess | already was because there was no way | could resist him. He probably knew that. 


He gave a happy squeal when | moved my mouth to his neck and my hands under his shirt to caress and tickle 


his stomach and sides. When | felt his legs relax, | broke his hold on me and stood up off of the bed. 
"Take your clothes off for Daddy." | commanded him. 


Instead of standing up, the little fucker squirmed around on the bed, pulling off his shoes, then pulling off his 
shorts, then he sat up and pulled off his shirt. And there he sat, in the middle of the bed, in only his tiny 
bright red g-string. 


"Jesus fuck" | muttered. "You are unbelievable.” 


David rolled onto his stomach and pushed his ass into the air, then looked over his shoulder at me with 
narrowed eyes and a little smirk on his face. One hand reached behind himself and hooked his thumb into the 
tiny string that sat on his hip. Very slowly, he inched it down lower and lower, never taking his eyes off of me. 
When the g-string was sitting down on his thighs, | reached out and ripped it off of him. | yanked it and broke 
the thin, delicate fabric. 


He gasped and then mewled softly, lowering his body to the bed and writhing against it, rolling his hips and 

spreading his legs. | seized the opportunity. | grabbed his thighs and yanked him back toward me so that he 
was at the edge of the bed. Getting down on one knee, | buried my face in that gorgeous ass, dragging my 

Tongue across his hole. David started and tried to wriggle away from me. 


"Fuck!" 


"Stay still. You want this. You love it. Tell me" | hissed at him before pushing my tongue against him again, 
licking and teasing. 


He sighed and melted into the bed, back dipping beautifully. "Daddy, yes. Oh god, it's so good. Please." 


| rewarded him by taking hold of his cock and stroking it while | pushed the tip of my tongue inside of him. My 
own dick was achingly hard, trapped inside my jeans, and it felt good. | pushed my pelvis into the side of the 
bed, rolling my hips against the hard boxspring. He whimpered and rocked back and forth, pushing his ass 
against my mouth and his cock into my fist. | could tell when he was getting close to his orgasm. His gorgeous 
little body would tighten up and his noises would get louder and have an intense edge to them. 


That's when | would pull back and leave him there, a writhing, whimpering mess. | stood up and took my clothes 


off, taking the time to fold them neatly and place them on the chair. 
"Daddy!" David protested. 

"What, kid?" 

"| need it!" 


"Need what?" | smirked down at him, one hard playing with my dick, stroking it and swiping a thumb over the 


head, smearing my thick pre-come around. 

| need you to fuck me good and hard. Make me scream." 

"Oh, I'll make you scream, all right. Make you scream so fucking loud. You ready?" 

"Yes!" 

"Put that ass in the air, you greedy fucking slut” 

| took a moment to admire his perfect, perky, tight ass, kneading the cheeks with my fingers before giving 
each one a hard smack He yelped and was forced forward slightly with each hard slap but he recovered and 
pushed back again. 

"More, please." 

"More smacking your ass?" 

"Please. It feels good." 

Who was | to deny him? So | pushed one hand into his back, pinning him down and | used my other hand to 
spank his ass red. The sounds he made went straight to my dick Every time he yelped, my dick twitched. When 
| paused, he mewled and turned to look at me. 

"More, slut?" 

"Please." 


"Good boy. Turn around and put your forehead against the bed” 


He obeyed without even a hesitation and my heart thudded in my chest. | pulled back and let my hand fly, 


landing hard against that little crease where his ass meets his thigh. Five more to the same spot and the kid 


was howling now, begging for mercy. 
"Look at me." 


He slowly turned and there were tears running down his cheeks. "Please, Daddy." He murmured. Those large 


light brown eyes were begging me. 


| felt my cock twitch again. Something about his reddened ass and the tears on his face turned me on so 
fucking bad. "You're a good boy. A very good boy." | told him as | bent over and ran my tongue over his red, 


raw skin. 


When | turned to the bag and pulled out the bottle of lube, he purred and his ass rose into the air a little as 
he perked up. He watched as | coated my cock the lube and then gently fingered some into his ass. Nobody in 
my life had made me feel so wanted and desired and welcomed as this kid. Maybe that's why it was so hard to 


resist him. 


David let out a long hiss when | entered him, pushing my cock deep into his ass. Being inside his warm, tight 
ass was the best feeling in the world. With my hands gripping his hips, | pulled out and plunged back inside of 
him. He pushed back against me when | thrust into him. He liked it hard and fast and, after only a moment, he 


started mewling and murmuring, begging me for it. 


| put a knee up on the bed on the outside of one of his knees and | used it for leverage and raised up slightly 
and then pushed down deep into him, hitting that spot inside of him that made the little whore scream. | 
thrust into him harder and faster, hitting that spot every damn time, loving the way he screamed and howled 
and the way his body squirmed beneath me. 


"Daddy!" He wriggled away from me, across the bed and rolled over onto his back "Come here!" He held his 


arms out toward me. 
| was on the bed and over him in a second, lifting his knees to his chest and pumping into him. He wrapped his 
arms around my neck and pulled me into a deep, hungry kiss, groaning into my mouth. | wanted to hear him 


scream again. | growled against his lips, biting on his tongue while | plowed into his ass so deep and hard. 


But | wasn't ready to be done with him yet. | moved onto my back and pulled him on top of me. "Ride it. Ride 


me hard." 


| wrapped a fist around his cock and pumped him while he bounced on me. He planted one hand on my chest 
and lifted the other to his mouth, sucking on his fingers as he stared down at me. 


"You are so fucking hot. You want to come? Want to come all over Daddy?" 


The kid whined and tucked his chin into his chest, giving me a wide-eyed nod. As he rose up and slammed 
himself back down onto my cock, he groaned around the fingers in his mouth and his eyelids fluttered closed. 


David kept on moaning and mumbling as | jerked him off. He grew louder and louder until he was screaming 
again, his hand flew from his mouth and he planted it on my chest also. His hips rolled forward and back, 
thrusting his cock into my hand. | could feel it throbbing and knew he was seconds away from blowing his load 


all over me. 
"Come on, slut. Give it to me. Cover me in your fucking come." 


His fingernails bit at my skin, making me wince and hiss. Finally, with a loud howl of "Fuck me, Davel", he came, 


shooting strings of warm come against my chest. 

When he smiled and lowered his head to lick it out of the hair on my chest, | lifted one hand to the back of his 
head and my other slid down his spine to the small of his back, holding him down against me while | pushed up 
into him, fucking him good and hard. 

"You like it hard, don't you, slut? Like a good hard pounding until | come in your ass?" 

David grunted as he ran his tongue over my chest, lapping up his come. My fingers knotted into his hair as 
my orgasm came on like a fucking freight train. | bucked my hips up and sent my come so deep into him that 


he bit me. He screamed against my chest and bit me. | tilted my head back and let out a long, loud howl. 


My body went limp against the bed and the little slut clung to me, arms winding around my neck. He 
whimpered against my shoulder and | found my hands gently stroking over his head and back. 


"Okay, baby?" 
He nodded but soft little mewling noises were coming from him. "Daddy, | love you." 


Very gently, | moved his limp little body off of me and turned to look at him, taking his face in my hand. "I love 
you, too, little one. But this isn't going to work out. You understand that, don't you?" 


Tears pooled in his eyes when he flicked those long lashes up and looked at me. He nodded and whispered, "Only 


cause you're married, right?" 


| brushed a thumb over his cheek. "Yeah, David. Only cause | have to stay married” 


Six 


When it happened, | couldn't say. But | used to be up and dressed and hurrying him out the door after | fucked 
him. Now, we would lay in bed with his head on my chest and my arm around him. | found myself opening up 
to him more and more, talking about Pam and the kids, talking about the garage and when | was younger, 
trying to make a career out of music. At first, | was pissed at myself. This wasn't me. This was not who | was. 


| didn't do this. | fucked them and left them. That was all | wanted. 


But there was something about this kid. Something about the way those big, round eyes looked at me, long 
eyelashes fluttering, pink lips pouting. | found myself trusting him. | found myself loving the way he hung on 


every word | said. 
Even the way we fucked changed. 


David kissed me as he unbuttoned my shirt. His small, nimble hands worked quickly as his tongue slid past my 
lips. The kiss was long and deep and he took my breath away, leaving me in a daze. He smiled as he pulled back 
and swept his hands across my shoulders, pushing the shirt off. Next thing | knew, he was opening my jeans 
and pushing them off. Sweet, little kisses landed on my neck and shoulder and | swore | heard him whisper, "l 


love you.” 


When | kicked off my jeans, he immediately shoved his hands down my shorts and grabbed my cock while his 
mouth again was sealed against mine. | wrapped my hands around his upper arms and turned him around, laying 
him back on the bed and crawling over him. David smiled and wound his arms around my neck as his legs 
opened and he welcomed me between them. We fit together so well, | realized. | filled in every dip and curve of 
his body. With a soft smile on my lips, | held myself up on one hand and brushed his hair from his forehead 
with the other. 


"You're beautiful" A soft whisper passed my lips and, although it jarred me, | had no real desire to retract it. | 


meant it. 
"Daddy." He murmured. "Make love to me." 


| don't think I've ever found myself being so gentle and tender to anybody else. | kissed him all over, starting at 
his neck as my fingers slipped beneath his shirt and caressed his smooth, tight stomach, ever so slowly 
crawling up to his chest, taking his shirt with them. He pushed up, off the mattress, and | pulled the shirt 
over his head. My lips sought out his sternum and | placed soft butterfly kisses down his chest and stomach, 
tongue dipping into his navel. David's hands landed on my head, taking two handfuls of my hair. Above me, | 
heard him mewl and groan. 


| had to push my fingers into his tight jeans. | fucking loved it when he wore them but | started to wonder 
how he could even breathe. With a little nibble on his hip, | popped the button and slowly slid the zipper down. 
When | looked up at him, | was pleased to find his eyes nice and wide and his lips parted, breathing heavy. 


"Tell me what you want, little one." 
"You, Daddy. Please. | want you." 
"You'll have me when I'm ready for you to have me." | replied with a wink. 


After | peeled his jeans off, | started on his little white briefs, pulling them down an inch at a time, loving the 


way he whined and writhed in anticipation 
"Stop teasing me!" 


‘lm not teasing you, I'm taking my time. What? Have you gotten so used to just stripping off and having me 
pound you into the mattress? You asked me to make love to you, didn't you?" 


God, | fucking loved it when he pouted. That bottom lip was stuck out so far, a plane could land on it. "Yes, 
Daddy." 


"Good boy." 


| removed his underwear and dropped it on the floor. When | turned back to him, he already had a hand 


wrapped around his cock 

"Uh-uh." | scolded him and took his hand away, leaning over him and lowering my mouth. 

David gasped as | took him deeper into my throat, carefully sucking him, working up to a faster rhythm. Again, 
he gripped my hair in both fists, tugging on it as he tried to push my head down and pull it up, his thin hips 
bucked and rolled beneath me until | used my hands to pin the little cutie down on the bed. 

| slowly pulled off and murmured, "Easy, sweetheart." 

Sliding from the bed, | smiled when he picked his head up with a panicked expression on his gorgeous face. With 
a little swivel of my hips, | shoved my shorts down and took my dick in my hand, sliding my open palm against 
the bottom of it: 

"Want this?" 

"Now, you're definitely teasing me!" He playfully howled at me. 

| laughed under my breath as | reached for my bag of tricks, taking a bottle of lube out. He grinned as he 
stretched a leg out and wiggled his toes against my stomach. With my free hand, | caught his ankle as | 


climbed back on the bed. Giving him a little smirk, | pressed a kiss to his instep and then slowly worked my way 
up his calf, over his knee and down his thigh. 


Stretching out beside him, with one leg thrown over his, | wrapped one arm under his shoulders while | used 
my slickened fingers to prepare him. He turned his face to me, giving me a pleading look, while | pumped my 
fingers in and out of him. | seized that quivering bottom lip between my teeth and gently nibbled. His whines 
and sweet little purrs went straight to my heart. Whereas, before, they went straight to my dick, making it 
throb and ache. As | slowly removed my fingers, | moved between his legs, spreading his thighs wider. | pushed 
the head of my cock against David's little pink hole. One more little push and | would enter him, feeling that 
divine warm, plush ass welcoming me. He drove me absolutely insane and there was no way he didn't know that 


by now. He probably knew it from day one. 
"I love you." | sighed as he leaned over him and his arms went around my neck. 
"Oh, Daddy, yes. | love you, too." 


We kissed as | thrust my hips forward, pushing my dick into him. My arms slid under his shoulders and | 
pulled him against my chest while we made out and | rocked into him. He moaned and mewled and purred into 
my mouth, he was making me insane with the gorgeous fucking noises he was making. Every now and then he 
bucked his hips up to meet mine, telling me he wanted it harder. But | wouldn't give in. Make love, he said. Make 
slow, sweet love. We carried on all afternoon. | flipped him over and drove into him from behind. | lay down on 
my back and let him ride me. Every time he started going too hard or too fast, | gripped his hips and slowed 
him down. | laid him on his side and stretched out behind him, wrapping my arms around his chest as | rocked 


into him. 


Finally, | put him on his back again and and knelt between his thighs, pulling them up over mine and gripping 
them tightly as | gave him all that he wanted. Moving hard and fast, | fucked David , plunging my cock deep 
inside of him, pounding up against his prostate, making him scream. His fist stroked his cock in time with my 
thrusts until | felt him tighten and come against his stomach. | pulled out of him and stroked myself until | 
howled his name and spilled my seed with his. | collapsed against him, dazed and panting, and he immediately 


wound his arms around me and kissed my face. 
After a shower in the motel room's small bathroom, we snuggled back into bed. This time, he wrapped me up 


in his arms and stroked my hair. There wasn't a single part of me that wanted to get up and leave. And that 
still irritated me. 


| awoke with a start. The sun was streaming in the mostly closed window shades. With a squint, | looked around 


the room. David was gone. All sign of him was gone except his scent on the pillow. 
"David?" | called, wondering if he was in the bathroom. No answer. 


Scratching my head, | shuffled to the side of the bed and sat there for a minute, trying to remember if | 


missed something. Did he say he was going to leave? | certainly didn't expect to stay here until morning. Pulling 


my phone from my pocket, | saw eight missed calls. Eight! Three from Pam, three from Al, and two from a 
number | didn't recognize. None from David's number. 


| checked the voicemail. Three from Pam, telling me to get my ass home. Where was |? Nobody's answering the 
shop phone. Three from Al, asking where | am, telling me Pam's looking for me, the last one telling me the cops 


are looking for me. And the last two, a detective named Shapiro telling me my wife's been .shot? 


My wife's been shot. | had to replay them again. Pam had been shot on the front steps of our home. What the 
fuck?? 


As | pulled on clothes, | dialed home. No answer. | dialed Pam's phone. No answer. | finally dialed the shop and 


got Al. 
"Al??l What the fuck is going on??" 


"Boss, man. You gotta get your ass to the hospital. Someone tried to rob your place and shot Pam in the head. 
You gotta go. She ." 


"SHE WHAT?!" | screamed as | gathered everything, threw it back in the bag and started out the door. "Is she 


gonna die??!" 

"They don't know. Boss," He sounded irritated and in pain. "what the fuck are you doing, man?" 

| nearly ripped the door off the hinges as | yanked it open and ran to my truck. | was blindly careening through 
traffic on the 405 when my phone started ringing again. Expecting Al or the hospital or the cops, | barked into 
it. "Hello?!" 


A little sniffle. A very small voice on the other end, "Daddy?" 


Seven 


Author's Notes: 
TW: Very brief mention of suicide. 


"What did you do?! What did you do, David?!" | screamed into the phone. "Where are you?" 
"l'm hiding." 
"Well, wherever you are, stay the fuck there. | can't believe you did this. | can't fucking believe you did this!" 


| heard him sniffling and sobbing but my mind was a fucking mess and | just hung up the phone. This kid just 
fucking shot my wife! 


At the hospital, | found a detective and two uniforms waiting for me, all looking at me like | was some asshole. 
"Where is she? Where's my wife?" | shouted at them. 

The detective stepped forward. "She's in surgery." He was about six inches shorter than me, had an expensive 
haircut and a cheap suit. His oily face still had pimples and he probably couldn't grow a beard if he tried. How 
the hell did this little shit become a detective in LA? 

"What happened?" 

"That's what we would like to know." He crossed his arms over his chest. 

"Excuse me?! My wife was fucking shot by someone trying to break into our house!" 

"And where were you?" 

"| was at my garage!" 

"We went there." 

"You think | did this?!" | roared. 


"Just trying to figure out who did And who would want to." 


"It was some random robber! You should be out looking for him and not standing here, accusing me!" 


"Well, since you've already lied to us about where you were, | just figured you knew something about this." He 


was a smug motherfucker. And he was right. 
"l ain't saying nothing else until | speak to my lawyer. Right now, my first priority is my wife!" 
"Right now.’ He smirked. 


"Listen, asshole!" | took a step forward when one of the uniforms stepped in between us. 


Pam was shot in the face. The entire right side of her neck and skull were shattered. She looked up at me with 
her left eye. | felt like a total piece of shit. In her eye, | could see it. She knew. She knew why this happened. 


‘lm sorry." | whispered. 
She closed her eye and gently turned away from me. 


With a quick squeeze of her hand, | stood up. | had to go find David and figure some shit out. The detective 


was waiting in the hall when | came out. 
"Do not go in there and harass my wife." | hissed at him. 
"Where are you going?" 


"I have some shit to take care of. | have to go be with my family and tell my shop manager that he'll be 


making decisions for a while, without me." 

"Yes, good idea Go find your children, Mr. Mustaine.” 

| glared at him as | took my phone from my pocket and dialed my son. They were with their aunt, Pam's sister 
and | told him how Pam was doing and what happened. Giving the wormy detective one last glance, | hurried out 
of there as fast as my legs could carry me without actually running. 

Back at the garage, | closed myself up in my office and dialed David. 


"Daddy!" He howled. 


"David, what did you do? Why did you do that?" | was pacing the room, screaming through phone. "How could 
you?!" 


"| „| did it for you. For us." 


"| didn't want you to hurt her! | didn't want „David, | was never going to leave!" 
"| know! 

"Where are you?" 

"Will you come? | need you, Daddy" 


With a deep breath, | realized what | had to do. "Yeah, baby. I'll come. It'll be okay. Tell me where you are. Tell 
Daddy where to come and get you and make all of this okay.” 


The red Mercedes was parked haphazardly in front of the dingy, roadside motel. My heart hammered against 
my ribs. This kid tried to kill my wife. How did | know he wasn't going to try to kill me, too? Was this some 
Fatal Attraction bullshit? Did he have that second accident on purpose? As | slid out of my truck, knees almost 
giving out, | had to wonder just how played I'd been by this kid. Was he even really in love with me? Was it all 
a game to him? 

Are you fucking listening to yourself, Mustaine? 

My heart pounded, sweat rolled down the back of my neck. | felt stiff. My chest was tight and my arms felt 
like dead weights, hanging at my sides. Taking a deep breath and glancing left and right, it took every ounce of 
strength to lift my right hand and bang on the door. 

"David, it's me. Open the door, baby." 

There was no sound. No movement on the other side of the door. 

"David? Are you in there? Open up for me." 

Again, there was no sound but when the handle turned and the door cracked open an inch, | jumped. 

"Daddy?" 

"Yeah, baby. Its me. Can | come in?" 

As he started to swing the door open wider, | was shoved out of the way. Detective Fisher and four uniformed 
policemen barged through the door and tackled David. | stood watching as they wrestled him down and pulled 
his arms behind his back. David screamed and sobbed, his big, round eyes frantically looking at me. 


"Daddy! Help mel" He howled over and over. 


| had to turn away from his frightened, imploring stare. 


"Why?" | heard him scream. "Why, Daddy? | did it for you! For us, Daddy! You said you loved me, too! Please, 
Daddy!" 


| couldn't listen to him anymore. | walked away to my truck and leaned against the grill, lowering my forehead 


to the hood and pulling at the velcro of the Kevlar vest they had me in 


Sitting in my office, staring into space, | had the image of David on the floor of that filthy motel room, 
screaming, in my head. It haunted me, both in my nightmares and in the middle of the day. | had taken to self- 
medicating with whiskey and Vicodin, at times, to chase away that image. 

Al gave a sharp knock on the door. "Boss?" 

"Yeah, Al?" My voice was quiet, hoarse. | was surprised at how exhausted | sounded. 


The door opened and Detective Fisher stepped through with a shitty smirk on his greasy face. 


Al gave me an imploring look and | gave him a short nod, watching in silence as he closed the door with a slow, 


quiet click 


Fisher stood in the middle of the floor, his hands clasped together in front of him. | wanted to punch the slimy 


son-of-a-bitch in his face. 

"How's Pam?" He asked with a sneer that said he didn't give a shit about my wife. 
"Why are you here?" 

"Just stopping by to check on you." 

| grunted and shook my head. "Checking on me. As you can see, I'm fine. You can go." 
"Don't even care to know how David is?" 


"No," | lied, keeping a stoney, grim expression on my face. | was worried about him, but how could | go and see 


him without raising suspicion? 


| told Fisher that were were having an affair and | tried to break it off with David. | never knew he was going 


to do something like this. It was mostly the truth. 


Fisher moved to the couch and sat down. The grimy little fucker leaned back, extending his arm across the 
back of it and crossing one ankle over his knee. "David's a little chatterbox when you figure out how to 


motivate him," He finally said as he turned his greasy, little face back to me. "Did you know that his father 


committed suicide twelve years ago and Mommy remarried less than a year later? And all that money? That 


belongs to Step-Daddy. No wonder he has Daddy issues, huh?" 

My blood was boiling. But Fisher would never know that. Instead, | very calmly shrugged. 
"Didn't he call you Daddy?" 

"Just a nickname he used for me." 

"And what was your nickname for him?" 

"| didn't have one." 

"Your little slut, | believe he told us." 

| couldn't stop the groan that escaped my lips or my hand flying to my forehead. 


"Yeah, all that kid wanted was someone to care about him. So you know what? | did exactly what you did, Dave. 
Can | call you Dave? | pretended to care about him in order to get what | wanted." 


It was all | could do to keep myself in the chair and not lunge over the desk and beat the shit out of this 


worm. 


‘| wanted you, Mustaine. | wanted your fucking head on a stick" He was suddenly seething underneath that 
smug exterior. "You may not have pulled the trigger. Hell, you may not have even known that he would do it. 
He says you didn't know and | find myself believing him over you, to be honest. But you're fucking crooked 
here. You preyed on that kid, used him, manipulated him. What | can't figure out, though, is how you able to fix 
his expensive Mercedes, a shut-up gift from Step-Daddy to stay out of his and Mommy's hair, by the way. 
How were you able to fix that gorgeous machine for him so quickly and without billing his insurance. Or, more 


accurately, Mommy's insurance." 
Now, | was beginning to see the real reason for his visit. | clenched my teeth together and remained quiet. 
"He thought you did it because you liked him." Fisher ran a finger over his face. "But I'm pretty sure you just 


billed someone else. Inflated someone else's estimate? So | asked a judged to sign a search warrant and we're 


confiscating your computers and you are officially being investigated for insurance fraud, Daddy." 


Eight 


Pam promptly filed for divorce as soon as she was discharged from the hospital. The entire side of her face 


was paralyzed and drooping but she was still able to glare at me with an overwhelming hatred, 
| hate you." She hissed. "Get out and | never want to see you again" 


| didn't contest the divorce. How on earth could |? And whatever amount of money she demanded didn't matter. 


Soon, it would all be gone anyway. 


| closed the shop and let everybody go. Al, my trusted and faithful friend, gave me a pat on the shoulder and 
sadly shook his head before he left for the last time. 


Standing in the middle of the empty garage, | looked around and realized everything that | was losing. But, to be 
honest, it didn't hurt half as bad as it did when | thought about that boy struggling and crying on the floor. 


Wincing, shutting out the image, | growled at myself. This wasn't supposed to happen to me. It was just a little 


mindless fun. He was a good fuck Too good. He made me lose my goddamn mind. 


Everybody | encountered gave me a glaring look. They all blamed me for what happened. And | gladly shouldered 
that blame. It was my fault. | signed in and was led to a large room with several small tables in it, two chairs 
to each table. Two armed guards stood beside a door. There were other people there, visiting their loved ones. 
Women with three children climbing all over them argued with their husbands or boyfriends. Lawyers sat with 
their clients, with papers spread out over the table. Mothers cried as their sons rolled their eyes. 


The door opened and David was practically shoved through. His long hair was gone and he looked as if he lost 
some weight. The orange jumpsuit looked like a tent on him small frame. His skin was pale and there were dark 
circles under his beautiful eyes. But when he looked up at me, his smile was a mile wide and he practically 
squealed with happiness. 

"Daddy!" 


| stood up and gave him a pitiful smile, my bottom lip shaking, threatening to give me away. My heart was in 
my throat and the sight of him was almost enough to bring about tears. 


He launched himself into my arms and immediately got yelled at for it. 


"Sit down, baby." | murmured as | pushed him off of me. 


"| was afraid I'd never see you again" He whispered. | could see tears in his eyes and his shoulders shook as he 


dropped his gaze. 


"I know. l'm sorry. | didn't know what to do. Everything happened so fast. David, | wish you wouldn't have done 
that." 


He started to cry harder. "Im sorry. | didn't know what else to do. You ..you were never going to and | needed 


you to" 
| quickly reached across the table and rubbed his buzzed cut hair. "Don't cry, little one." | murmured. 


After a moment, he seemed to compose himself and looked up at me with a smile. "I'm so glad to see you. | 


love you, Dave. Will you keep coming to visit me until | get out? Please?" 
"David," | began. "That's why l'm here." 


His face clouded, that beautiful expression of pure joy faded. Now, he looked at me with worry in his eyes, 


bordering on blind panic. 
"They're sending me away, too, baby." 
"What? Why?" He started to stand up. "But you didn't do anything! They know you didn't know!" 


With a gentle shush, | urged him to sit back down. "David, you have to calm down or they're going to take you 
back inside and | won't be able to tell you everything | want to tell you." 


Tears renewed, David's face crumpled as he sat back down in the chair with a limp plop. 


"Hey," | smiled. "It's going to be okay, cutie. Listen to me. | have to go away, too, for just a few years. But I'll do 
my best to keep in touch. | promise." 


"How long?!" 

"| committed insurance fraud, David. A lot of it. My sentence is five years." 
Five years?! Daddy!" 

"| know." My smiled faltered. "That's not too long, is it?" 

His bottom lip trembled. 


‘I'd like to write to you and maybe call you, if they let us." 


David nodded as he fought to remain calm. 

"And I'll see you again, right?" 

He nodded some more. 

"Good boy. You know | love you, right?" 

Now, he whimpered. "Daddy." 

"Are you okay here? Is everything okay?" 

Now, he flushed and looked down. 

"David?" My hands balled into fists. "Are you okay?" | repeated. 

There was a long hesitation but he finally lifted his head, sniffled once, and nodded at me. 
"Promise me? Because if someone is hurting you, little one, | need to know." 
"No, Daddy." He shook his head. "I'm fine." 


The guard came and roughly pulled David up by his upper arm. "Time to go, Ellefson. Say goodbye to Daddy." 
The way he drawled out ‘Daddy’ made me look up at his face from the rough hand on my baby. 


| stood up and stared the guard down. "Let me find out." | growled under my breath. 
"| love you." David whispered as he struggled free from the guard's hold and threw his arms around me. 


| held him close for just one moment, closing my eyes and memorizing his scent and the feeling of his body in 


my arms. "I love you, David. Always loved you." 
He smiled up at me with those gorgeous caramel eyes which twinkled once more and said, "I know." 


Then he was dragged away from me. 


Nine 


While they kept David at the state prison in Lancaster, my new home was out at Mojave. It was an interesting 
place; there were no fences. | couldn't believe my luck! | landed at a minimum security prison with no fucking 
fences and my David was just a few minutes away. It was something my attorney pushed for. If | couldn't be 


at the same facility as David, | needed to be as close as possible. | was worried about him. 


Part of me reasoned that David was a lot smarter than he liked people to think. He'd proven that to me many 


times over. But he was in a maximum security prison and he was just eighteen years old. 


| kept my head down and kept to myself, for the most part. This place was like a five star resort compared to 
Lancaster, or so they said. | was in with other, older men convicted of white collar crimes like fraud, tax 
evasion, embezzlement. The biggest concern | had all day was worrying if someone was going to lift my daily 
copy of the Wall Street Journal or the extra chocolate croissant | took at breakfast. It was unfair, really. David 


should be here and | should be there. 


There was a large patio outside of the cafeteria, which was more like a restaurant than cafeteria | sat under 
a big green umbrella, shaded from the hot sun. They said that was the reason they didn't require fences. We 
were all much too delicate to survive in the IIS degree desert if we decided to try to escape. They were 


probably right. 


As | enjoyed a cup of French roast, | tried to compose my first letter to David. The page set blank and 
eventually, | put the pen down. | had no idea what to say. | wanted to tell him | was okay. | wanted to tell him 
that | was worried and | wanted to know how he was getting on. | wanted to describe this place to him because 
he wouldn't fucking believe it. But it all felt so unfair. David was there because of me. His life was ruined 


because | wouldn't say no to him when | should have. 


With a frustrated sigh, | pushed the notebook across the table. Almost immediately, | saw Pam in mind's eye, 
calling me a fucking coward. | saw David's tear-stained face with those big doe eyes and long lashes. And then 
the image | hated the most surfaced. | saw him on the floor of that motel room, writhing and screaming at 


me for help. 


What a stupid choice that was. | should have gone to him and sent him away. | should have packed up my shit 
and picked him up. We could be all the way to fucking Brazil by now. But | am a coward. Not only did | find 
myself afraid of him, but | was afraid of Pam and of losing everything | worked so hard for. In the end, | lost 
my David. 


| owed him better than this. He needed me. And the painful truth was that | needed him, too. | needed David to 
continue to remind me that | needed to get my shit together, stop being a pussy, and be the man he needs me 
to be. | pulled the notebook and pen back to me. 


Dear David 


| imagine this will be read by someone else before it reaches you. | hope it eventually lands in your hands because 


there are things | need you to know. There's so much | want fo fell you. 


First, this place they put me is an absolute dump. Its depressing as hell. There's nothing but sand and grey walls 
The coffee is terrible and | dont even know what it is that they're calling food | would even take those nasty h N 
Out burgers you like so much There isn’t a lot fo do to pass my time. There's a work program but the idea of 


cleaning Toilets does not appeal fo me. 


David, | spend a lot of time thinking about how badly | screwed up. Even though Ive fallen for you, | look back and 
realize how selfish Ive been | ruined your life and | beg you fo forgive me. And, as selfishness is a hard habit to 
break, | wonder if youll still love me and still want fo be mine when were finally able to step free from these 


walls, 
| hope that you will And | hope you'll write to me and give me something beautiful to look at in this ugly place. 


All my love, 


Dave 


A week after | sent that off, worry was definitely getting the better of me but | didn't expect to hear back 
from him that soon, anyway. The mail that was dropped off was mostly from my attorney. He was sending 
ideas and information about appealing the decision. It wasn't that | wasn't interested in appealing. | was just 
stubborn. | wanted to be as close to David as | could be. There was no way | could win, anyway. | was as guilty 
as they come. Al sent me some magazines and a scribbled, barely legible note about his new job at a BMW 


dealer. | could make out something about ‘hot, wet pussy’ and | laughed. Some things never change. 


By the end of the second week, | really started to worry. Was David hurt? Did he decide he didn't want to 


contact me? Why did the second thought worry me more than the first? Because l'm a selfish coward. 


The guy who delivered the mail was a tiny, squirrely guy named Mikey. | couldn't be sure, but | think the 
attempted to flirt with me a little. 


"Mikey?" | hopped up from my bunk as he passed without dropping off anything for me. 
"Yeah, Dave?" He reminded me of an eager puppy. 


| stood in the doorway of my cell, smiling at him and using one hand to brush over my hair - the hair | wasn't 


made to shave off. Another perk of this country club prison 
"Sure there's nothing for me?" 


Mikey frowned. "Nothing from Lancaster, I'm afraid." 


"Ah." With a scowl, | realized the whole place probably knew my shit. "Mikey, you, uh ..do you know what goes 


on around here?" 
He shuffled and glanced at his cart. | grinned. This might be easier than | expected. 


"Don't worry," | purred and gave him a soft smile. "I'm not mad that you know about David. Hell, anybody with 
a TV knows about him. | just wondered if you could help me." 


"How?" 

| haven't heard from him, as you know. | just need to find out if he's okay.” 

"The COs over there are a bunch of assholes." Mikey blurted out with a bit of venom in his voice. 
"I've heard. You can imagine why l'm worried." 


Mikey nodded. He definitely wasn't making me feel any better. He jerked his head up and stared at me, his 


mouth moving to say something and then closing again 
"Whatl?" | barked and reached for his thin shoulders. 
He flinched and took a step back. 


"Mikey," | started again in a much calmer voice. "Please, | need your help. He's only eighteen He'll be eaten alive 


over there." 


David was an accomplished liar and an attempted murderer. | still debated whether he had that prison by the 
balls yet or not. 


"You were a mechanic, right?" 

"More or less." 

"You should go work in the motor pool. If you get in good there, maybe you can drive the mail truck" 
"The mail truck?" | repeated, confusion written all over my face, | was sure. 


"Yeah. The mail that goes between the prisons doesn't go to the post office. It's like inter-officed. Sometimes, 
they use it for sending supplies and stuff back and forth, too." 


| could feel the smile on my face as | thought about this. "Alone?" 


"No," Mikey chuckled. "Alone. Yeah, right. No, with one of our guards. Charlie heads up the motor pool. He's a 


nice guy. You'd like him." 

"Can you introduce me?" 

"Just go through the work program. They'd pick you up quick because of your experience." 
"Yeah, | will. But you could introduce me. He might like me better if you put in a good word." 
The little shit's eyes narrowed. "Why would | do that?" 


With a little smirk on my face, | trailed a hand down my stomach to the drawstring on my state-issued track 
pants. "Might be something in it for you." 


| watched his eyes follow my hand as he licked his lips. 
"That's a good boy." | murmured as | backed into my cell and he followed. 


A guy's got to do what a guy's got to do. Two days later, | was changing the oil on one of the vans. A week 
later, there was a letter from David sitting on my bed, along with a single Hershey Kiss, when | returned from 


the garage. 
Dear Daddy, 


Thank you for writing! | was so happy to hear from youl Thank you for lying to me, too. | know what Mojave is 
Ike. | hear things. Its okay. | would want that for you. Its better than being here. Although, its not too bad here. 


Í started going to college. Imagine that! Your baby is a college nerd now. Im taking law classes. Most of the guys 
are trying to learn to fight their sentences or get them reduced Mots Im learning because | want to be able to do 


something for us when we get out: 


Don't worry about me, Daddy. Im learning how to live in here. | love you and | hope, somehow, we can see each 


other again soon. Please keep writing! 


All Yours, 
David 


Ten 


"Dave, come quick!" Mikey yelled across the garage. 

| was changing the fuel filter on one of the buses when | heard him yell. | crawled out from underneath the 
bus and wiped my hands down the front of my grey jumpsuit. When | saw that he was holding a phone, my 
heart lodged itself in my throat. 


"What? What is it? Is it David?" | nearly screamed as | ran toward him. Mikey merely looked at me and | 
snatched the phone from his hand. "Hello? David?" 


"Mister Mustaine, Mister Ellefson has you listed as an emergency contact, which doesn't make a lot of sense 


to me seeing as how you're also incarcerated. Um, we'll have to make special arrangements but -" 
| interrupted this asshole with a growling, "What the fuck are you talking about? Where is David?" 


"He's „he's been attacked, Mister Mustaine. He's in our infirmary and he won't speak to anybody but you, he 
says." 


"Jesus." My mouth went dry and my knees buckled. "So he's awake?" 

"Yes. Well, in and out." 

‘I'm on my way." | hung up the phone and immediately whirled around, looking for Charlie. "Charlie?!" 

Two guards led me to the infirmary. My heart was in my throat, dreading what David might look like, dreading 
hearing about what he went through. The guards were no help at all. | almost suspected them of doing this to 
my baby. They practically shoved me into the little room David was in. 


"We'll be right outside the door, Mr. Mustaine. Don't get any ideas." 


"Ideas?!" | spat back at the asshole. "What kind of fucking ideas would | get? He's been fucking beat up. On YOUR 


watch!" 


The guard gave me a cold stare and then shrugged. "These things happen in a place like this to a kid like that. 
But you wouldn't know anything about that, would you?" 


"You fucking .." Getting up in his face, | pointed a finger at him. "Just let me find out it was you. | swear to 
God .." 


"Yeah? What?" 


When | lunged at the guy, the other guard stepped between us and pushed me back. "Not helping, Mustaine. 
Just let it go." 


| wiped at my mouth with the back of my hand and took a deep breath, preparing for the worst, as | slowly 
opened the door. Inside the room, my baby was in a hospital bed with tubes and wires attached to him. His 
eyes were closed. It looked like one might be swollen shut and badly bruised. His bottom lip was split open. 


There was some dark bruising around his neck. 


As quietly as | could, | brought a chair to the side of the bed and slid my hand into his, reaching for his cheek 
with the other and very gently brushing the back of my fingers along his cheekbone. 


"Oh, David," | whispered. "My little one." 
He squeezed my hand and shifted a little. "Daddy." His voice sounded rough and gravelly. 


‘lm here, baby. Daddy's here." | looked around and found a plastic pitcher of water and a small paper cup. 


"Hang on. Don't talk, okay?" 

| stood up and gave him a gentle smile, gazing into the one eye that could open. He looked so scared and broken 
| could feel my own throat tightening up, thinking back to the only other time | saw David look so frightened. | 
failed him then. | won't fail him now. | brought the little cup to his lips and carefully tipped it. He took tiny sips, 
letting the water slide down his throat. 

"Better?" 

"One hundred percent." He cracked and gave me a little grin. 

"Do you want to tell me what happened?" 


The grin faded and he shook his head. 


"Okay. You don't have to right now" | glanced toward the guards in the hall. "David, they said you only asked 


for me. They said you wouldn't talk until | came" 

David nodded and squeezed my hand. 

"They wort leave you alone until you tell them what happened” 
"| know. Just „don't want to. Need you" 


| gave him a sad smile as | leaned over and gently kissed his forehead. As | slowly pulled back, | whispered, 
"Was it one of them?" 


A flash of fear and panic glimmered in his eye but he said nothing. 
"It was, wasn't it?" 
"Daddy." He groaned and tried to turn away from me. 


The sheet slipped down and exposed his back to me. the flimsy gown he wore was open and | saw all the 


bruises along his spine. 

"Oh, god, David." 

When | started to turn toward the door with my hands balled into fists, David weakly caught one. "Daddy, no." 
"But, but they they can't get away with this!" 

"| don't care. Daddy, please, don't. They'll make you leave me." 

| sunk down into the chair. He was right. If | went after the guards, I'd never get to see my baby again. David 
smiled softly through the pain as he moved onto his back again. We sat quietly now and | held his hand in both 
of mine, stroking my thumb over his knuckles. 

"Tell me about your prison, Daddy. Tell me how nice it is." 

| closed my eyes as | held his hand. How can | tell him about Mojave while he's been attacked and viciously 
beaten here? But how could | not tell him? He deserved any tiny bit of escape he could get right now. In as 
cheerful of a voice as | could muster, | began, "They deliver the Wall Street Journal to my room every day. 
And the room is like a college dorm room, sweetie." | smiled softly. "I have my own private bathroom with a 
shower. | have a writing desk For breakfast, | can ask for an omelet or hot cereal. There's a patio where | can 
sit outside and eat and a garden that other inmates take care of. | get to work on the vans and buses. | 
haven't put any fancy gold initials on any of them yet, though." 

David laughed softly and then started coughing. 

"Oh, baby." | groaned as | moved one hand to the side of his face. 

"l'Il be fine, Daddy." 

"David, did they .did ." | couldn't even form the words. My intuition was already telling me that they did. 


He turned his head and little sob escaped. 


"Fuckers!" | quickly stood but David grabbed at me again. 


"Daddy! | said no. You can't. | know you want to and, trust me, | want you to. But | need you." 


‘lm going to call my lawyer. If you won't let me go out there and kill those motherfuckers, we'll figure 


something else out. Get you out of here" 
"Out of here" He grumbled. "tm an attempted murderer. Where the fuck else can | go?" 

"| dont know, but you don't deserve this, David! You don't. If anybody does, it's me." 

He slowly sat up, groaning in pain, and looked me in the eye. "No. Nobody deserves this but it's happened and | 
don't care. | won't let you do anything that makes so | can't see you" David looked sheepish as he continued, 


"And | need to see you. | love you. Can you ..Daddy, do you think you can ..? Can we ..” 


| could tell he was trying his hardest not to break down crying. | moved to sit on the edge of the bed and put 


an arm around his shoulders. He melted against my side and sobbed against my shoulder. 

"Hold me? Just put your arms around me and protect me, Daddy. | .| always felt so safe with you." 

God, he was tearing my heart out one tiny vein at a time. "Of course, baby. Of course | will." 

David moved to roll over again, giving me another view of his back. This time | let my fingers gently stroke 
along his ribs. When | moved to slide behind him and pushed my hand inside his gown, along his stomach, David 
hissed and flinched and | felt raised scabbing. 

"What is that, cutie?" 

He mumbled, "Nothing." 

"Please let me see." 

"No, Daddy. It's nothing.’ 

"David, | need to see what's on your stomach." 

More tears as he mewled and rolled over. He lay on his back with his hands on the bed at his sides. David 
blushed bright red as | lifted the gown. | saw bruises on his thighs and a pair of fresh, white underwear, thank 
goodness. But above that, | saw a word cut into David's skin. 


"Oh, god, David." 


Faggot was cut into his perfect, flat stomach in angry, red lines. 


Eleven 


The photos were spread out on the table. Sitting on the other side of it was a young woman with wavy, dark 
brown hair and big, brown eyes behind a pair of trendy glasses. Her name was Susan and she was a partner at 
my lawyer's firm. She studied the photos with look of shock on her face. | paced back and forth, glancing at 
the photos of my beloved's battered body and feeling the rage build in my heart. | still felt helpless, powerless 
to help him. 

"Mr. Mustaine, please sit down. You're like a caged animal and making me nervous." 

"Caged animal. Good one." | stopped pacing but | didn't sit down. "I want to kill them." 

| understand. Don't say that again. Now, you know one of the guards did this?" 


"Yes! Who else would have done this?!" 


"Sit down and calm down. First of all, he's in Lancaster. It's not exactly like this place. They'd do this to a kid 
just to pass the time. Like children pulling the wings off a butterfly." 


At that, | winced as her words pierced my heart. 
‘Second of all, if he didn't specifically tell you it was the guards, regardless of their behavior toward David and 
you, I'm afraid there's no reason to look to them. Unfortunately, they know that. And David may be scared to 


tell you it was them." 


| thought about his face and the tears when he stopped me from going after them. "He is scared. He thinks 


he'll never see me again" 

"Because you'll go after them" 

ma 

She started to gather the photos and push them back into the folder. | reached across and took her wrist 
"Please. You have to help him" 

She smiled for the first time as she put her hand on mine and lifted it from her other hand. “I'm going to. But 
you need to back off. You need to be calm and patient and not let them get to you. You know that's exactly 


what they want, if it really was them that did this." 


"It was!" 


"Maybe," She murmured. 
| sat back, reminding myself that she was there to help. | thought about what was making me so angry. Was It 
because my baby had been hurt, because | couldn't protect him, or because this lawyer didn’t believe him? Or 


worse, because |, myself, was having my doubts? 

She drew a piece of paper from the folder and read it in silence. | watched her expression change again. 
"What is that?" 

"Rape kit." 

| was back on my feet again, pacing. 

| won't tell you again. Sit down" She quietly said without looking up. 


"He was raped and beater!" | finally lost it and screamed at her. "They fucking - fucking cut him up! They 


carved him up, wrote faggot on him!" 


The force of it all pushed me back against the wall and my legs gave out from under me. | slid to the floor 
and buried my face in my arms. Tears finally came and wouldn't stop. Just when | had figured out how to deal 
with the guilt of giving David up to the cops, a new wave of guilt washed over me. | put him in harm's way. | 


put him in that prison. 
"Okay, Mr. Mustaine," Susan's voice was soft and sympathetic. "Look, can you please sit back up here with me?" 


Wiping my eyes and feeling really foolish, | stood and returned to the chair. Susan took her glasses off and 


wiped her hands over her face. 


"l'm not a therapist. I'm a lawyer. But | have to say, if you don't give up some of this," She laid her hand out 
toward me. "You're not going to be any help to me or to David. | know you feel helpless and you're angry. | get 
that a large part of your relationship with him is protecting him, mentoring him, and nurturing him. | get why 
he calls you ‘Daddy’, but now is when you really need to be that for him." 


"And | realized that too late." | mumbled. 


"IFs not. It's not too late." She started gathering everything up and packing up her briefcase. "I'm going to 
Lancaster to see him. I'll see if | can get him to talk to me. Is there something you'd like me to tell him for 


you?" 


| lifted my head and watched her as she stood up. "Yeah. Please tell him that Daddy loves him so much and," 
my throat tightened around the words. "That Daddy is very proud of him. And I'll see him soon" 


Susan smiled and held her hand out. "Very good. I'l be sure to tell him. I'll be in touch, Mr. Mustaine." 


| sat at the patio table with my coffee, as | did nearly every morning, when a shadow was cast across my 


newspaper. 
"Dave." Mikey. 

| folded the paper and put it down. "Hey, Mikey." 
| noticed his hands were hidden behind his back. 
"Can | sit down?" 


"Of course. You don't need to ask, you know." | gave him a warm smile. | liked the little guy. He was a good kid 


and always came through for me. 


He quickly pulled the chair out and, as he sat, he was very gentle in placing a small stack of envelopes on the 


table. 

"A few of us „well, we made cards for your for David" 

My smiled widened. "You did?" 

Mikey shrugged. "Just seemed like a nice thing to do. Heard he was hurt real bad 
| gave him a slow nod. "He sure was” 

"What's gonna happen?" 


"| don't know, kid. He won't come out and say who did it. | asked if it was the guards, but he won't say yes or 


no. 
Mikey nodded. "When can you go back over there?" 
"| dont know." 

He fell silent, his fingers toying with the cards. 
"What, Mikey?" 


"He really tried to kill your wife?" 


My face dropped and | stayed quiet for a long time, images flashed behind my eyes; Pam's face, David's face, 
Fisher's face. | finally gave Mike a nod. "I'm afraid he did." 


Mikey stood up and picked up the cards. "I'll put these in the mail. Do you have anything for him?" 
| had to smile again. "Yeah, I'll have something for him by morning. Can you wait one more day?" 
"Sure." He turned to leave. 

"Hey, Mikey?" 

"Yeah?" 

"Thank you." 

"Take good care of that boy, Dave." 

Later that evening, as | sat at my desk, composing David a letter, | was called out to the phone. 
"Hello?" 

"Hi, Daddy." His voice was barely a whisper. 

"David? | can hardly hear you. Where are you?" 

"Infirmary." 

"How did you find this number?" 

"Not important. | miss you!" 

"Sweetie, | miss you, too. How are you feeling?" 

"Better. Getting there, anyway." 

"Did a woman named Susan come and see you?" 

"Yes, Daddy." 

"Did you talk to her?" 


"Yes." 


"Good boy. Did you tell her who attacked you?" 

Silence. 

"David? Did you tell her who it was?" 

Now, he whispered even lower. "Yes, Daddy." 

"Good! Good boy." 

| heard him sniffle and whine. 

"What's the matter, baby?" 

"What's going to happen now? I'm scared, Daddy." 

| leaned to rest my forehead against the cool concrete wall and squeezed my eyes closed. "I know you are, 
baby. Daddy wishes he could be there to hold you and kiss away your fear. But you're gonna be okay. Susan is 
going to make sure whoever hurt you pays for it" 

But | want youl" He wailed into the phone. 

Oh, David, please. If there was any way | could make that happen, | promise | would." 

"Want to be with you, Daddy." He whined in that same quiet voice he used when | picked up the phone. 


"We'll find a way, baby. Please try to relax. | know it's hard but we'll be okay." 


He was silent for a moment and then whispered, "We'll find a way. | love you, Daddy. | gotta go." 


